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^ MBITIOUS little Danny Maher, jockey, astride the swift steed Ambition. ^

is riding the race of his life to outstrip the princely and splendid chamf[ll^y ntnn oil \r-

5 That Is the absorbing dream of his life.
With the w hip of hope and the spurs of desire Danny Maher Is lnsh|nghis horse along the raee tracks of America and striving to pass under

the wire of popular approval the superior of the boy who not so verylong ago held English throngs spellbound with his marvellous rldiDg and moved the
Prince of Wales and the ladles of Queen Victoria's Court to wild applause.

For the first time in several years Tod Sloane's claim to the championship is threatened.and his rival has come bounding to the front from the very midst of the flyinghoofs of American race horses.
Xo less than a week ago Sloane's rival beat the world's record for a day's winningmounts by bringing five horses under the wire ahead at the Brighton Beach track, andthe wise ones and the talent viewed the performance with wonder and awe, sfiddenly^recalling that the achievement was the work of the same youngster who within thalast twenty-nine days has ridden fifty-eight winners.
Slowly, but surely, Danny Maher, aged sixteen, weight ninety-three pounds. Is gallopingpast the heretofore invincible Tod, and the world need not be amazed Tf within(a few short weeks another champion mounts the pedestal of fame and sets the pace.Mnher's recent performances have astonished the oldest racing men in the country,and his letter to the Journal, in which he tells about himself, will be read all over theworld. It is a simple and yet comprehensive view of the now fumnm hn» ...

(pears to himself. ' F

HOW I BECAME A JOCKEY, AND HOW I RIDE.
By DANNY MAHER.

Editor New York Journal:
My one ambition Is to beat Tod Sloaue.
That Is the reason I am a Jockey to day. When I have proven that T excel him as

.a rider of race horses and that I am his acknowledged snperlor, then I will have ae'compllshedall that I have been striving for on the American turf.
My reason for citing Sloane is that I consider him the best jockey alive to-day. He1* a natural jockey, and possesses all fhe elements in his composition to make him the

man he Is. 1 hove followed his style and his system as nearly as possible, and whatgood results I have been able to maintain are due to his matchless methods.There Is a great difference between us, however; a difference that comes with yearsHe Is four years my senior, and was riding when I was a mere child. He has lived inreality about twice as long as I have, and has already seen more than I am likely to seeIn my whole life time.
I was born In Hartford, Conn., ana am related to Mr. Mike Daly, whose wife Is myaunt. I always call him Uncle Mike, and he has given me most of the good advice1 iiave received In my life. We always agreed that Sloane was the real thing, andhe showed nie how to do it. i
The first time that he put me on a horse was in 1891, when he was bringing somehorses down Fifth avenue, en route to the Merchantvilie track. I was nine years of

age, and weighed thirty-two pounds. A great throng of people followed us. It was a
strange sight to them to see such a midget on a race horse. In a very short time liebegan to put me through the stunts, and devised nil sorts of bits and reins so arrangedthat I could control my horse. I was ohl enough to understand, but nor v>rv stenn<r
The Mike Daly bit wus the outgrowth of my frailty. He also invented someffeiua thatwent from the bit ring down to the cinch, ou and over a pulley block, back to the bi:ring again and from there up to my hands. When I wanted to hold my horse in IImply pulled his head right down a,:d back and he had to stop. I could have stoppedau elephant with those reins.

"Dan," said Lucie Mike to me, when I began, "never let go of a horse's head
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Always keep the relne on him. That Is the most Important thing of all, my boy.
The Instant you release your absolute power orer a horse he Is likely to conduct things
his own way and you cease to be his master."

He impressed upon me the necessity for riding with the knees bent up. The way
he explained it ,*as, that if a man lit on his feet stiff-legged he would Jar himselfand also the floor, whereas if he bent bis knees there would be a less jar. H<
made it very clear by saying that it might break a spring in a wagon to load it up wltt
a ton of coal and then drive over a rut. The coal being almost dead weight, would
JMt the vehicle. But if the same wagon went over the same rut with twenty-flve hundredpounds of hay, it would not suffer at all, as the hay would give with the shock
and exercise its elasticity. It's the same way with a jockey. He has got to have
elasticity to save his horse. Sloane's stirrups are about an inch shorter than mine.
But I ride a trifle higher in my upper body than he does. He presents a convex back
while mine is concave, something like the sketch I send yon.

When Tod went out to California after his return from England he rode several
-area with long straight stirruns. and a jockey out there was beating him badlv. The
next thing Tod did was to hitch np his stirrups and get bis knees right up under his
chin. Then he began to win.

TTncIe Mike put me on to all those things and taught me to hold my position In
a race until it was time to get down to the finish. If I was behind in a start, and the
horse ahead of me was likely to get to the half In 0:49. I would not try to get there
with him. as It would perhaps be necessary for me to make the distance in 0:48. Then
at the finish I would hare to send m.v mount nlong In another struggle, and the two

might perhaps be too much for the beast. But save it up for the stretch and get tha
results of one good effort. I find it pays every time.

%
Uncle Bill Daly wants the lead all t'ne time, and that is the reason In my judgment

« h«* h«» hng lost so many races this year. But lhat Is Bill's business and not mine.
"

One thing tbat has given me plenty of confidence, is TInele Mike's kindness to me.

Never ill my life has be whipped me. All he does is talk, and it hurts n good deal
more than a trouncing. I would prefer to get a little thumping than to he told thnt I
am wrong. But Uncle Mike "takes more stock in lectures than in the birch. And It
hits me a good deal harder.

He never lets me sleep In the stable, like some of the jockles, and I never drink or

smoke. I was small to begin with, and never had to train to keep light. When I get
mv growth Uncle Mike tells nie^that I will never weigh over 120 pounds, and that I
. ill be able to rkle as long as I can handle the reins.

I don't believe lu knocking around and mixing- up with the crowd that is always
willing to wlue and dine a successful Jockey. Most of the money I moke I send to my

parents In Hartford, keeping what T need for my own wants, which are not many.
The first regular race meet I ever lode In was In Providence In 1895. Mr. Francis

Trevelyan, the Journal's turf writer, got me my license. I hope he does not regret it.
I mean to keep on improving right along, and If there Is anything more to learn

tt utir« oar» taooh If trt mo T wonf fr\ hp thp rlinmnlon iockov of thp wnrld
1 guess IJUC1C <_f. u u .V vy - .. r. _ v

and as Uncle Mike says I will be some day. I propose to stick to It.

AJways kpeP ln mind that my ambition Is to beat Tod Sloane.
Very truly yours, DANNY MAHEH.


